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wife's eyes. He knew that Marie understood, and that what
she would reply would be intelligent, useful and original. She,
too, had great plans for the next university year: she was going
to prepare for the Fellowship competition, and it was almost
certain that the director of the School of Physics, Schutzen-
berger, would authorise her to make her researches in the same
laboratory with Pierre. Thus they could live constantly
together, never separate.
In the midst of the thicket they came upon a pond surrounded
by reeds. Pierre discovered the flora and fauna of this sleeping
pool with joy. He had a wonderful knowledge of air and water
animals, of salamanders, dragon-flies and tritons. While his
young wife stretched out on the bank, he stepped nimbly out
on a fallen tree-trunk and, risking a fall and an unwanted bath,
stretched his hands forward to gather yellow irises and pale
floating water-lilies.
Marie, at peace and almost dozing, looked up at the sky
where light clouds drifted. Suddenly she cried out sharply as
she felt something cold and wet on her opened hand. It was
a green frog, panting, which Pierre had delicately dropped into
her palm. He had no intention of playing a joke; familiar ac-
quaintance with frogs was an absolutely natural thing to him.
"Pierre . . . Really, Pierre!" she protested, with a move-
ment of childish terror.
The physicist was shocked.
"Don't you like frogs?"
"Yes, but not in my hands."
"You are quite wrong," he said, unmoved. "It is very
amusing to watch a frog. Open your hand gently. Now see
how nice it is!"
He took the animal back and Marie smiled in relief. He put
the frog down on the edge of the pond and gave it its freedom;
then, already tired of this halt, he made off down the trail, and
his wife followed him, wearing her wild ornaments of iris and
water-lily.
Caught up again by the haunting thought of work, Pierre
Curie had suddenly forgotten woods and skies, frog and pool*